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“Learning old Dogges new Trickes is a thanklesse office.”

Cllefilen, Decomber 27th, 1069,

HERE be fewss truor sayings (lian that learning old
Plogees new Trickes Is a thanklésge office. Where-
fore not having been bred a Scrlbe, and belng now
past the age of clarkly schoollng, 1 should not
put pen to paper but that Captain Conquest's
narration doth so hnunt me to sett It forth for
Remembrance sake that I will even maoke trymll
bhowever ill.digested and unscholarly thesa Hnes may prove in the
rending.

Fowre days ago my lord of Buckingham retorned from Lon-
don, and enlllng me to His privvie closeit, bude me muke tready
three poowmes, the one my lndy of Shrewsbury used for my Lond
Eandwlich, the Venetion roome for Mr, Snmgel Repys, and the
roome at the end of the gallery for Captain Conquest. Moreovet,
I was ordered to stock my larder with extraordinary cheere and
bid the cook prepare n grent gelitine with gely, and that pretry
dishe of calves' head euforesd In & Surprize. And in giancing
through my lady’s roome, aflet the mayds bad tidled i, T too
bad a Surprize—to witt, Soding in a drawer one of her ladyship's
kissing-strings, ence pink snd fluttering and bpow faded and
soyled and fitt for nothing so well as to furnish forth a text for
some Poritan psalm-singer,

At duske on Christmasse Eve there was a great cletter, and
my lord Sandwich's Conclr csme rolllng up with Tamps alight
and two Rodaring Boys riding before and two behind, each with
u plstol lo's bolster, And my lord did meet my lord Sandwich
very briske, dibelt they have In past times had one or two fall-
Ings out. . But Mr. Samusl Pepys, who had the finest sealloped
conat that ever I saw, and who Is n most proper gentleman and
gave me an Angill for o Christmasse Box, seemed downcast for
thit his wyfe dyed not many weeks ago. And last gat Captain

Conquest from the Conch, huving a rupler us fine ag any of my
lord's buckled about his gallignskins and a faint white Scur
athwart the fare.

Then after they had whiled awzy an
houre at Billlards to teke the stiffness
from thelr legges, they supped quite merrle,
siiye thot My. Pepys continued somewhat
glum, till my lord with & smile bade me
fetely the Inte my lady left last yeere,
which he himself had freshly tuted. I the
moraidge, and they all fell upon Mr. Pepra
with muany oathy and protestutions, be-
seeching bim to sing “Benuty, retlpe!"
which at lomng last he was prevpfled

Mr. Pepys singing ““Beauty, retire.”

upon to do. tooeling the lute with 'n master’s deftuess in har
monles swedte ns a memorle of the gentle days hygonne and with
R dying fill £ the end, that brought a lump in nfy throat as It
were tothink that some wiid lova s spent.  So, after hig singing
wns ended, they mide much of Mr. Pepys, who indeed geamed a
worthy gossip as ever broke a goose or sauced n capon, my lord
in particulnr decluring it the beautifullest song he ever heard,
unil they had a coppe of enudle scalding hot aplece by way of
Night-Cappe, nnd thereapon softly to ted.

Mucli of thelr converse at the grept Christmgsse feaste, be It
confesied, was above my resob.  Notwithstaoding 18 made me
right glad Lo see that the garnishing of the table gave them con-
tent, with Its white Cloatl, sad buogle hornes of double malted
ale and two dozen Oysters fresh from the brine, with a Female
Lemon o their midst before esch plate. And at either end was
n flugon of cunary-sock, and on the dresser the gelatine and a
Langdebe! boyled, and My, Pépys dld notice the French silver
forks and the Apostle spions. Then the whiters served a White
potiage done In g casserole, and the rapes in If were the canse bf
wuch sentter-bralned jestlng; thongh later, whben the cowcumber
was served, flavored with sweet-llps and naked-ladies, my lord
Sandwich did orack soch flg-nie-guiry jokes as might bave made
g Tom-Catt hide *s face.  So, when they had eaten n Ragoo, they
fell aboard their ‘Christmesse torkey, stnffed with plums and
trimmed with rosemnry and Inurel, drinking claret bumpers the
while; In the midst whereof, without mincing mntters, my lord
banteped Capiein Conquest, asking why, through all these mallev.
clent times, he had never felt a lust to marty.

¥Wherest che Castuln answered very gravely, 1 have done
with the whale giddr, glgzling, gim-crack gang of them!"

And despise gley plied him with Malaga and besovght blm
to discloge why he was so scurrilous upom the pettyconts, yet
for & long time he merely shook hls head, as though to lutimate
it wos a thiog so purtic'lny sud peivat asg oot to be broached; till
ut lengik =y lord protested It ebould go no further, begging him
to tale compasslon now thele rollgh for the tile was whetted,
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ti-millibnaire land owner in America, hag
written a love story for Chrlstmas. Somehdw,
people have never got into the |déa of associating mod-
ern milllonaire barons wilh such ideal occupdations as
Hterature and love. It is not & conventlonal love story
of the “400" In New York or the high ranks of English
soclety to which Mr, Astor expatrinted himself some
years ago. It Is & story of the rough wild loves of the
men in the time of Charles I Curlously enough, Mr.
Astor makes one of the walters at the Christmas feast
the mouthpiece for his romance. He Dstennd to every-
thing that he heard and then wrote It down on paper.
An impassioned love story by the greatest collector of
rents in America {8 decidedly an interesting novelly.
This story was writien for the current number of
AMr. Astor's English magazine. “Cliefden” is the name
of Mr. Astor's estate near London. ]
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80 comlng from the pantler’s elosett to serve herrloge roes, be-
devilled with mustard, whleh were to follow the stately pye by
way of stompake-closer, I found the Captaln had begon his'nar-
tative, albeit with a sallor's customary hemming and Hawing;
and he was telling of Queen Henrlette Marle's helng in Holland,
and how she sold the Crown Jewels fo the Duteh, which matier
set him cursing Ruyter the Rotterdam Dogge, ond the whole
bleating Flock of them, and he sayd: )

“Those were tragieall times, with Masters, with the Whyte
King reduced to scurvy make-slifts, his munny sequestersd, his
pians miscurried, scarce one wise man at his Counell Borde,
every month as full of Surprizea as tie fifth act of a comedy,
*hile the Rumpers, ever more and more cantinkerons, cmmne on
epace, and It was nothing but alirums and ghastly sctrecroivs
and fireballs and the Headsman's Axs, all ¢ver ngland, In
thoge days—twenti-elght yeeres syne come Candlemnsse—T, with
many other officers and servants, was with the Queen In Hol-
land, where she ralsed two Mllllon Pownds by sales amongst
their High Mightlnesses, and much of thls having been seut to
the King a part of the remainder wos lald ont in arms and mar-
tial stozes wherewith we were presently to sayle for Eagland ro
make a Tiversion. And T wus on the shlp whereln the Queen
#urled, which was commuanded by Captain Hyde, the same, wlist
e well, {hat at 8t James Plueé—when the Queen nickuamed the
first of the levellers ‘Fonnd-bends,' bocounss of their eropp'd polls
—offered 1o clip thelr Eares that stock out from under thelr hats,
wheroat tjey were sore angeréd. R

YAmongst the Queen's French damogels, was one whom by
your leave I swill eall only Yolandp., And the very first time I
Inld eyes upon her, I thought her as fayre & Ings as eyer was
geen on the longest Summer doy, and my barte went plt-a-pat;
go that all of n sudden I knew what I3 meant by love at first
glght. And the next thought fhat came Into my noddle was that
1 would rather see her with a pedidler's pack at her baek than
marzied to another., 8o as the dayes g d with o fonul
converse hetween us, and games and dances for all In the even-
ing for Her Majesty's diversion, I onee saw her dauce les vieux
enbots, which is a merry fandango the fine French ladles copied
from the Normandy fisher gyrles, and with the beatlng of their
feathern heels and foes make a nofes akin to the olnug and
elutter of the fish-wenches' wooden shoon. And whilst Yolande
wheeled and cortseyed with quickened colour, the rattle of her
heels beating melodious tlme with the surpassing sweet tinkle ot
the lutes, she cast &8 glance st me with her soft brown eyeg—and
fn that self-same instant I vowed within myself she should be
my wife, The next evening as we were playing forfeits I wrote
on & serap of paper which the game cansed me to put In her band
& saucchox rhyme; then beheld T that she pondered the words,
and stralghtway smote me to (he harte with a swift, stealthv
Jonk—and the vers next day Miss Nope-so-pretly and I were se-
cretly betrothed. Soon after, we all entharked for Englund, Yo-
lnnde being sore afeared of the sea, but seeming somewhat hore-
ened by the talk of one of the Queen's Gentlemen, the Vicomte
de Mallngre, an officer of the Kings' Mousquetnslres nod a mealy-
mouthed pick-thonk knave 'ag ever went honey-mooning with the
wenches,

“Now you all know thnt on that veyage we were neere cast-
away, the ship belng In o swall fespardy, —the Queene alone of
all the lndles preserving her cournge, ntd seeming as it o relgn
over the storm tos't waves ng Quecne Besx in the Raff eyer was,
and lustily calllog to the land-lutibers and {o the fayre Moppety
about her, ‘A Queene of England wag never yett drowned!’
Nevertheless she could nowlse revive thelr cournge, and the stc-
ond day bher women-folk heing out of thelr wittes 'twixt sea-
sickness and the feare of Davy Jones, some of them beside them-
selves to confesse thelr misdeeds, did sett npon a certnine Capu-
chin fryer, which wns ote of Her Mpjestle's Retlnue, and bad
berome so famous a favourite with high amd low as to seem the
Anthony-plgge of all fryers, But he, being no”little distranght
with hls own ailements, could searce hold up 's bead to listen to
the fine dames that jostled and clomoured “helr Biunes, entreat.
Ing to be shriven ere the ship sink., And ‘twas n pleture to raise
a smyls, even in that serlons howre, o8 I passed by, to heere the
galantnesde thus noizlly unfolded.

“After many  perlls we reacbhed Exeter, the Queene having
commanded me to attend Ner thither and Yolande snd I belns
nled, to wed ere a wontl. But thiz wng not a little hindered
by Her Majestle's lllnesse due to the hardships she sulferdd at
Plymouth, where all of us wera exposed to tive, cold and starva.
tion. and where under the very muns of the Enemr. she went
hack, nothing daunted, to pescue with her own hands an little
Dogge which was the crustiest curmudgeon ever seen. So the
Queene, ayling, some said of a Rheum which racked her and was
Chirurgicall, or ns others bad it of a Black Jaundlee and there-
fore Pharmacuticall, T know only that she looked wasted and
saucer-eyed, which muade ker seem greutly aged. And her only
‘stiite ln thess dayes that, Alas, were no longep wreathed with
Bays and Ollves, wus that she drank from a gold cuppe amd wore
her halre still neatly dressed In short thicke frizled curles, in
the fashlon she bad sett, and which the Rumpers who wever
wearled rayling upon her onlled tete de mouten.

“It enane to pesse one day that the Queene was like to dye In
n Swonnde, ahd Leceing the dlsordér of them which atfended
Wer, ooe of whom, Faiher Phlllips, rusied hoggatd wod qoite
distrangnt from ber bedside, 1 ventgred to the Quesne’e Trore
-which stood opes; and beheld Mer Majestle, hablted in a parts-

coloured gowne, Iyiug upon o couch, the Capuehin fryer at bis

beads ,and Yolunde holding to her nostrils a visl of puogent

Fssence. And the Queone, albeit not In payne, seemed at
Death's Dore, and I stood nghast as one that knows not whether
th pemuyiie ar to iy, Notwithstanding she suddenly plueked
up courage to spenk In the French tongue In words, whereof,
after this lapse of yesres, I ecan give but the general intentlon,

Woedta Belle Poule," she began (for so ghe ealled Yolande famil-
Jarly, ‘let It be declarsd to the Kiung if any heere present shall
goe him azain on Barth, that with my list breath I pronounced
the word which Is a Token betwizt lim and me of the plédge
we have exchanged, spenking It for a Surety that T have nowlse
fanltered in my duty or-my love.

“eAnd that werd? cerled Yolande as the Queene gasped.

* “rhat word,” went on Her Majestle, with a sudden fyre leap-
fng to her wistful Eyves, ‘iz REMEMBER.'

“And weereg afler, when the Queene was safely escaped o
Frauncs and the Wing stood npon the Socaffold, he breathed a
finil word to Blshop Juxon, and It makes my Heart throb to this
dny to krow that Hils Malestle’s last ulterance wis—HEMEM-
BHER,

“Neverthelegse, the Queene dred not but snddenly mended
aprce, for the which the Cppuchln fryer waos more nightly eryed
np than ever before: and some diayes thereafier having wnlked
with Yolangde for nnh lours’s refreshment to the adge of the
Powne, where {he counityside was green and the hawthorn in
lgssom, I saved to her,—'Sweete Hoarte, lett us tuke Pattern
after the example which Eer Majestie’'s declaratlon hath Hlo-
mioated, snd iikewlse fix o word betwlxt us for a Token of
falth.®

YAl she looked gt tne askanse, with o sower smille, and an-
swerad o8 T thohght somethiing artly.—HRemember.'

“Al-—-bntihese times weree all at slxes and sevens and thQIKJng'!
canse gohe 1o the Dogeges thatl June and July 1644 more Tatally
than ever before. For onrselves, thoe Queene had been adjudged
wuilty of Tregson, nod A Parlinmentary Army umder Hssex was
appronching to seatter us to the winds,. As there were not above
two hundred of us at Fxoter, und of tliese one-hnlf women, ser-
yants ond priests, it was Hobsen's cholee and we might count
ourgelves lucky to escuape Wil n whole Skivne. Bo yon may
readlly peresive, Bire, ndw that I cbme o the ploch In my His-
torle, that thost were not dayéz for Bride-lnces nnd Bride-Ale,
wherefore In sll my eonverse with Yolande we spoke no more of
marringe suve #as of domaething that must be deferred till
smoother segs. And 1 wis well plense in that by my desire she

held oo more: Converse with thar searamouch Vieomte insomuch
that T eorely any more eauglit sight of his Judas-red and Btileito-
paloted Dened, Tatll one night Her Majestio’s Jester, Monsleur

Jonffroy as she ciled hlm, or Goeffrey Hudaon, to give him' hia
right name, whiclh wia the |tilest Dwarfe 1 ¢'er beheld, being
but three foor elght high, afheit twenty years old, eame to mi
with 8 whyte Bedlambegent's face, fore uneuauny than the scowl-
ing of any coupe-gorge, whispering as venlmous a5 uny Calimonce
cutt, ‘Bewnrs, oy friend, how thon marry that wheedling Doteh-
widow, unless thon be content to go halvesl’

“aga halves, kneve! gueth [, with the blood suddenly ting-
Hug.

“ iAve, that Bel-Aniy of thine hath gotten Monsieur Malingre
to help with the Housewarning.'

“Then 1 remembersd that the Frenchman loved to heave a
bot-shot at the Dwarfe, vs to suy, ‘Commther, lttle go-by-the-
ground ¥ oF ‘Stand still, Jaek-o™-dundy, t11l I cudgel the dust from
thy jacket! and | knew physiclnns pgree {hat Dwirfes have o
drop of Divvie's blood in thelr Spleen. Neveriheless Le Jouffroy
and 1 lmd ever been friendliwise. apd for & mement 1 stogd
doxed, marvelllng that such & cock-of-my-thumb should durst put
o thortsl affront upon n becofeater like your servanf, when as
though divinlng my wish to wring his Toolishe, tame-goose necke,
he dvew elose and sayd,—

“iguppose 1 oonlled n wench a tipsy-bagghge, and pregently
showed ber to thee besotted In a bramdy slumber, should 1 have
spoken sooth or not

“Before 1 coulld move my dry lips to answer, he went on,—

“‘Bury we alive, If I o not show thee this night that which
ehall prove T aw not tlie scurrilons fiar thou wouldst faln huve
mée,
“Te make this shame-faced story brief, Lie led me softly behind
n Cotkle-stdlrs, whence we watched Yolunde's dore till the gray
of dawn—when It opened and Malingre come stenlthily out and
tip-toed awag." a

The Captain swore a great oath, and brought his brawny fist

slam-bang down npon the table,

“Phink upon Iti" be crled, with passlopate emotlon: “I was
no bettor than the barebéuined gnd-about that falls enamoured
of the first Buttered Bun he sees smirking by the road-side. 1
took Geoffrey Hudson by the nrm aud led him to my chamber.
Blinll T own the truth, Masters, and confesse the first thing I dld
there was to burst Into a fit of sobbing? 'T'was but for an g
stant, and every man hnth a tender pluce In his hearte If thou
thrust a knife Into it. Then I sald to the fool, who stood gniw-
Ing his lips and watching me,— . a

SO will fight bim—1 know a geeret paszado,”

o fe will mot wait for thy passado,’ answersd Geoffrey, ‘It
thou run smuck to plck a guarrel. Such rufflers smite in the
durk and from behinde., Take a Jesson from the Ttullan school,
whose teacher wis serpent-wise even ns a jester, nul who fed =o
long upon the bitter husks of life as to b at least k
wittéil than many an envious foul llke me. Quoth he, Never
moleet thine Encmy, but to smite Ll to the desth¥ ! Mark me.
The day 18 bresking, and this evening at owllight all Is to be
ready for Her Mgjestle's ezcape. I have lved in Cordwall, and
know the cotintrle ‘twixt here and there, The Queene, dlsgulsed,
with one of Ler ladles, apd an escorct of two or threg gentlemen,
I8 to fiy by a secret way, whilst the rest march at sundown a-
foot, or n-horse by the highway so that pursult may be diverted
from its chief Quarry. Her Malestle's belug 1l abed has made
us tarry here too long. After dark Mallngre will ride to Pinhol to
withdraw our plequet and to be assoreid no Epnemy. tread upon
o Hedles, Lord Dssex ghould not reach Exeter before noon
ta-morrow, which gives us a night's ndvance. You have but to
follow to Pinhel, set vpon the Vievmtie, and pink him by hook
or by erook, after which o Frenclunan left thus in a diteh to fall
iefn the Rumpers' hands 15 ndt likely to come to the scratch
iains

Cantaln Conqnest pansed to draw breath and molsten his lips
just ns Harkawoy the page, which 18 8 baughiy-stomaked horn-
tossing Uek-the-dishe, enme io with two fresh logges to cast
upon the fyre, and being but an Addle-pate, stept on the {ayle
of my lord's Hound whigh lay before the hearth, whereat the
pore beeste yelped amaln, and my lord sent a learty curse at the
Ind, and my lord Bandwich Inughed rlght heartile, ond even 1
conld searce dlssemble a smile, for It seamed as i my lord ‘and
bls Bogee had lei fiy togither.

S0 when mutters were enlmed down Mr. Pepys addressed
the Captain mighty smooth, suying? “May [ Inquire, sir, the
motive.of the Dwarfe’s enmliy to Monsieur Mualingre, for that In
your excellent recifal is the only polot not clear to my under-
standing *"’ -

Wherest my lord of Buckingham, which was the sllver fox of
his day and knew more aboitt sweete-harts nnd hoheymoones
than any one since Solomon, eried out, before the Captuin conld
answers  “Unn'st oot see, Master Pepys, the Jester was hedd
and enres In love with ths Hussle Himself, and hankered after
the Frenchman's bloed!” -

At which shrewid reply the Captaln shook his head dublously
and resumer his narrative:

“In the late afternoon, having gotten my Rivets buckled on,
I gaw our people mustered—as motley a harleguinade of cayallers,
Indies, abbes, eapuchins, souldiers, cookes, lscqueys, Armourers,
trving-maids, nnd vaclets na ever the snn ghone vpon. Apd when
the last of them had marched I galoped by twy-light in search
of the Vicomte. I found the pleguet. tenanen inoall, which was
to be our Rearguarid, but he had ridden a Lity further. 1 trotted
on lu guest of Him, with thot sampe basket-bandled rapler T wore
hers at my side, when fromi a copplee behind me two shots
ring ovut. =

“1 turned my horze, leaped the hedge, and there hefore me
stond Geoffrey Hud with n blunderbuss In his hands, and the
Frenchman on the grass Iying tke a cast sheepe, wilh a mus-
ketoon In his grip and bis head riddled. Le Jouffroy was trem.
bling with excltement, and gesped ont that the Vicomte must
have seen us hiding behind the Cocklestalr when he came from
his night-conrtship, that evidently he had antieipated my coming
to Pinhol, that the Dwarfe had followed 4im to his ambusb, and
had Aved nt the moment Malingre raised his weapou to kill me.

“The night wus followed by one of sharp alarms, Our plequet
wag surprised and cpt In piceces. The Dwarfe mounted behind
me;, and we fetelhied a compasse through the Woodes Into the
Towne. The Queene wns rendy disgnulsed, and with Her waa a
lady muftled from bead fo foot whom 1 took to Ue Yolunde, for
that she turhed her baek—as who should say, ‘¢ut upon thee, furn-
&pit; ga Keep thy fother's Asses!

“But it was now Too late foomake the escape Le Jouffroy hdd
planned. Essex's horge was behind the Towne, as well as before.
and the rest of that night nnd all the next Day we spent in
hiding, ‘the Queene in the Cockloft of a slottish cottage, her
Cavaller, the Dwarfe and I iying nmid some felled trees In the
Wood. We bad nothiiig to eat but'a rasher of bhacon aplece ont
of my saddle bng, and a drapght of Adam's alé from the brook.
The Queene fared no better, nnd was glud of 3 sodden aseh cnke
of bread. All day the Rounidheads trodged along the road, and
we heard their psalm-singing ond the elink of thejr scurvie
rhymes. i

“Pprovidentially for us, they hnsted on lu pursult of our mbin
trgop, atid nest mornlng the #un Toe haleyon clear upon the
peneful meadows where the elivepchiln was In Hower, iid
ferosse the sty hedgerows wherl the barley hivds filled the

ayre with song. 1 erept to the bankslde, by the bending willows,

and goanned the Townme and the distant hills crested with lustr

“There before me siood Geoffrey Hudson, with a blun-
derbuss in his hands, and the Frenchiman

on the grass, like a casi sheepe.”

pines In green-ever age. No sight was there of an Enemy glong
those sequestered nnea, and gnzing afur opon the motlonliss trep-
tops I bethought me how offen thereaftér, oan silent evenings. T
shonld remember the brilllunce of that transfigured daybreak,
and how at even-Hght In Feeres to come whilst shadows lenzih-
ened out and dagkened 1 shonld, wuteh the fyre-light east fan-
tastie glibouettes and muse upon the extinguishment of my brief-
Hved flnme of love. ;
“At that moment I heard a footfall behind me, and with my

s

“| saw her dance ‘les vienx sabots.”’

thoughts Instinetively upor Malingee I wheeled about, elutehing
at my binde, 1t was Yolande—siprving, fooflame, bedinggled,
ﬂngge-wenry—[)ddapltL!Iclm;! how tragltal a ehange from the
merthful dayes when be danced les vieux spbots! Thinking I
‘mengoed her, she diew heiself op and faced me, venompus and
unpenitent. Then, as I rilsed my hatt, she guyd: “Where I3
he? Hove you killed him?¥

" No—but ho is dend.’

“8he heard these words withont emotinn, gozing indiffercntly
upon the river; then turning upon me with the swiff, stenlthy
glanece of old, murmured, ‘Good-bye.'

“1 know mot if she expectad me to forgive her; but, seeing

(Continued on I_’:go Thirty-one,)
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““Tayle ends flying a-down. the dene and

ba.a’k.” 2



